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THE AMERICAN ADVOCATE OF PEACE AND ARBITRATION. 
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MY BIRTHDAY. 

J. G. WHITTIER. 

Beneath the moonlight and the snow- 
Lies dead my latest year ; 

The winter winds are wailing low 
Its dirges in my ear. 

I grieve not with the moaning wind 

As if a loss befell ; 
Before me, even as behind, 

God is, and all is well ! 

His light shines on me from above. 

His low voice speaks within, — 
The patience of immortal love 

Outwearying mortal sin. 

Not mindless of the growing years 

Of care and loss and pain, 
My eyes are wet with thankful tears 

For blessings which remain. 

If dim the gold of life has grown, 

I will not count it dross, 
Nor turn from treasures still my own 

To sigh for lack and loss. 

The years no charm from Nature take ; 

As sweet her voices call, 
As beautiful her mornings break, 

As fair her evenings fall. 

Love watches o'er my quiet ways, 
Kind voices speak my name, 

And lips that find it hard to praise 
Are slow, at least, to blame. 

How softly ebb the tides of will ! 

How fields, once lost or won, 
Now lie behind me green and stili 

Beneath a level sun ! 

How hushed the hiss of party hate, 

The clamor of the throng! 
How old, harsh voices of debate 

Flow into rhythmic song ! 

Methinks the spirit's temper grows 

Too soft in this still air ; 
Somewhat the restful heart foregoes 

Of needed watch and prayer. 

The bark by tempest vainly tossed 

May founder in the calm, 
And he who braved the polar frost 

Faint by the isles of balm. 

Better than self-indulgent years 
The outflung heart of youth, 

Than pleasant songs in idle years 
The tumult of the truth. 

Rest for the weary hands is good, 
And love for hearts that pine, 

But let the manly habitude 
Of upright souls be mine. 



The Duke of Argyle says in a recent review article : 
"My very idea of the purest Christian benevolence is 
inseparably associated with the stately form and majestic 
expression of Mrs. Fry, who was, perhaps, the noblest em- 
bodiment in our time of the divine virtue of compassion." 



WHITTIER' S LAST POEM. 

The New York Ledger obtained from John G. Whittier 
what may be the l,ast poem he shall ever write, as he him- 
self says. It is entitled "The Captain's Well," and is 
one of the strongest, most beautiful, and most finished 
productions that ever came from his pen. The venerable 
poet did not fix any price upon this poem, but left the 
remuneration to Messrs. Robert Bonner's Sons, and they 
sent him a- check for a thousand dollars. Such unusual 
liberality touched him deeply ; especially because (as he 
characteristically wrote) it enabled him to give more than 
he had hoped to be able to bestow upon certain charitable 
enterprises that were near to his heart. Notwithstanding 
the fact that John G. Whittier is now eighty-two years 
old yet he is about the livest man of his generation. He 
is vigorous both in body and mind, and as the above men- 
tioned poem evidences can do as good work as ever. It 
is seldom that so modest, peaceful and useful a life as 
John G. Whittier's is lived upon this earth, and millions 
of the aged poet's admirers and friends are gratified to 
know that there is good promise that his life may be yet 
spared for many years. — Statesman. 



MEMORIAL OF THE SOCIETY OF FRIENDS. 

To the Conference of Delegates of the Independent States 

of America at Washington : 

We address you in the name of Him whose advent to 
earth was heralded by the anthem, "Peace on Earth, and 
Good Will to Men." We accept that He who rules in the 
Heavens and guides the hearts and thoughts of men, has led 
you as statesmen and delegates of the Independent States 
of America to meet in council, in Washington, to adjust 
international interests on a basis of fraternity, equality, 
justice and reciprocity. Prophets of old have told us of 
a period when nations shall learn war no more. May you 
be instruments in the Divine hands to begin the fulfil- 
ment of this prophecy. 

It will be a joyous day when the commerce of the na- 
tions can cross ocean and sea, and none shall make afraid, 
when mutual confidence and fraternal reciprocity shall 
turn the vast expenditures for armaments to the aid of 
peaceful, productive industry, to feeding the hungry, 
clothing the naked, and making happy homes. 

All the independent American nations can trace their 
ancestry to the various nations of Europe, Asia and 
Africa. We are bound to them by one blood. War 
claims for its service the best talent, bone and sinew of 
earth. The pride of ten thousand families are, year 
by year, laid on its altar to keep the peace of Christian 
nations. It exhausts the national treasury, cripples the 
commerce of the world, and makes homes of sorrowing 
widows and orphans. It grinds the poor, is the fruit of 
bitter hatred, and leaves in its path a spirit of unsatisfied 
revenge. 

Is it not time for Christian statesmen to say it is enough ? 
A pledge of perpetual friendship and good will may end 
this destructive waste ; and national hate, and the horrors 
of the battlefield, made red by the blood of kindred 
Christian nations. 

The peoples of Europe, who aregroaning under the vast 
military systems which the prevailing faithlessness in 
the overruling providence of God has imposed upon them, 
have uttered a cry, and their cry has gone up to the Lord 



